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HET found him that morning dead in the cellar, with
Kth- knif. his on! friend. sheathed In his body. Old
MlI George Towne .vas gone at last, end his miserably
H cripple body lay where !t had fallen in the cp.lar of the
j.Wnld TornbF prison. In which he bad lived and suffered

y for something like a dozen year.
"doa'l wagon" rallied up from the Department of Char-Bt- J

Correction?, officials uncovered and lifted the hideous
the l"ng, rough, black pine box While they did bo I

for the la-- t time upon his face. The old scarecrow I had
had been transformed by the touch of Death's kindly
Feace was wrltwn on the shrunken cheeks; i irrri i t shone

le furrow cd brow. There was a glor about him thai
field w hich to he the end of his story

Hg rapt. George-- Townc sailed to India with his regiment
jHttih lncrrs he, like many of his fellow officers, "left a girl

iim" two of th. m. indeed his wife and infant daughter.
BeiaJned ir. England There was righting to be done, and
!Mw was Capt George's profession
Hto the Himalaya." they marched The Government rent
Hfert; the Rajah sent them down again. After the- - retreat

(rforgp was among the missing.
Hb partlrular native Prince had never been properly taucht

Koers by his British masters, therefore His Serene Highness
Hk opportunity of amusing himelf with Capt. George Towne.
A til; regiment finally entered the capital of this amiable
Hit 'hey found wh.it was left of their comrade. His bark-Hr- u

broken his knees had been pulled from their sockets;
H and ears had beer. Some merry fellow had
Hut (""apt. George's tongue, because he thought the Rajah
Hbt pleased to hear the Englishman try to sere. mi for wati
Xk that organ. It would have been merciful had tliej hum.
jfe Captain'? eyes, to prevent his ever seeing his own re- -

Hjt Groige was taken to the hospital In Calcutta Christian
lurrevrbd in saving his life. God knows why for this was

fc crime, perpetrated upon him. Lying In the convalescent
kt though r of England, where they were Boon to Bet d him.

Bngh' of his wife How he thought of her during those
fciiys and nights'

Htlm-- s It seemed ar If n. could almost see her slender figur?
H IE the moolit corridor and a,-- If the lovel features
Bid by the bronze brown hair he loved so well were bcndli g
Hbiln reality. He could almost hear her exquisite voice and
Wjt liltle mannerism he bad learned to love so well Tie re

W the little ma lu to think of, and the father's heart yearned
V o": one
fc In London, h..-- countr did what it could for htm this

hcdplei-s- . sii.-n- t mass of breathing matter. For It hud
Pkrown that his rapture was the result o j. bra r.

W hla Colonel throu hvolunteered to car ry dispatches toi
- lines Officials met him at th landing, Bpeechea

MXt. th.- pub h.ored him, there were columns In the
Hm. They pinned a little bronze cross upon his breasl

duty done, tln-- all tried to think about something

ftS Pleasant' They tried to forget Capt. George Towne.
jailed a .v.. v.ni, his Victoria Cross
ptrrled home W hat a home-comin- He was made lo

ld at last thut she had none gone- - with her loVei

P. sne hi.d taken the baby with her. There - 3Isr
' But even row the cup of Capt George's humiliation wan

tfllled. He drained If dregs when he learned that this mai
l1mlnal- -u thief The police were looking for him, they

"'Jgn: hlrr, y. i. c.,,1 ii gc started to bud them
(arch fur her there was not the bitterness of ..one-- Hi.

pdlnto the looklng-gla- a. uni could not blame her foi hoi
Ue only wanted to say "Goodly ' and "God bless you."

tbi:uk one-- , that he might put that Victoria Cross Into
Uu- After that he would attend to the man who bad r

their love.
Ptly, step by st.-p- , he- traced them his onl clew the
mot his enernv, the thief, Remembering his condition
Fhut a s...4lch that must hue been of the difficulties.
W. discourag. merits Think of the pathm.- "f the man
Mollor.0,1 the,,, ,,, .. duy he stood beside his uli-- -

It 'Towne pan ed ,.iv hile There wen
JF going on: he-- iun, recovei the little dauAhtei h

JJrc-- tt,at thl.-- f.jr burial
kttad them t, America He searched that broafl land
lncy lasted, but lb.- - dav came when all his mtuna ei
Mhn?, rennir., i ,u; nls determination, He sought work

lie do, nppied with such wounds-s- s hless? Ht
P'W relief H, hom- -. though shame forbade it-- ln- was foi
MU. uuten:, h. 1, In the Streets, arid then Cafct.
JTownr- - Wu8 committed for six months as a vagrant-- a

And this man, with the Vb torla doss In his rioi ket. was
9$ the "Bridge of Slphs" Into the "Old Tomb- - prison,'
Ptait transportation lo the work-houe- e

lj committed mny rot remain idle-- . The warden put him
" ol stripes and him to work in the kitchen. Th

P4lrusted; he ihi v. i apt George a knife and pointed to
do,-- . Into his ownr.,,rf,. ,,U, hn v.- put the knife

P"1 he didn't. H . was carrying certain dispatches ?o a
L"'p he-- was on duty.
pcame-nlg- ht In tie- - old Tombs prlsuri. And with it came
tprge fjy to oil others so situated for the tlrst time,
Ln of mental agony. He realized as never before his
r n. his complete failure, the hopelessness of hla unde)-LcW)le- (l,

forsaken, helpless, what could he hope- for, em
Lj months were past and th. y let him go again" Ho

JJ. HI over from the beginning. Ah. how be hated the
'"' " how hc' Iovcd tne l,ttle dauS1t'-- 1,0

Mficd- ml

fikso"ly a vlt from the "Prison Spirit " Of course, yOU

jJrTow hr' bu' u'-- ' creature dwells In eery prison, and
HP1 th-'- lives, that wretched hag. the mother of them

JrVVri ,'ni'' sl'e myth, she Is very real "indeed. Enter-w'T't-

darkn' ss ' omes, sh Jeers and tortures: tans
ir. g.try flQ'ne of hate: sneer? at repentance, and incites

Httflr lR lhe tlread and terror of accomplices, whispering
each coward's heart

"PrlEon Spirit" play:3 with Can-t- . George. She
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tortured him to her heart's content, and then, taking
him to her vile old breast, she soothed and brooded
over her new child of sorrow. She comforted and
consoled; she whispered hope: she showed an oppor-
tunity. Was not the man whom Capt. George pursued
a crook? Did Capt. George not know that ancient
uduge lhat "Once a thief, always a thief' The "' ill
of crime" would rea h the crook, no matter what he
tried to do or be, or where he went, and he must
answer it. Some day hc would be caught some d ty
he would be aught here In New York and then-o- ne

who cannot pursue can wait in ambush. Capt.
George knew what ambush meant, he remembered
something which had happened years ago In the
Himalayas

"Stuy and wait for him whispered the "Prison
Spirit;" "stay here and peel potatoes with the- knife
they gave you "

But could he? Would the--y keep him In the
Tombs'.' How could he make himself so Indespens--.

hi ? To peel potatoes was the only way. He began
to make a study of bis work. Before his time was
up Ihose long yix months, ho had learned to peel
potatoes as no man ever did before or since swiftly,
silently, contentedly. Xei three men could do his
daily task.

"He's a wonder, ' said the cook; "he's a profes-
sional. I'll be sorry to lose him."

So they didn't lose him. Every six months, when
his ellseharge was due, the "Professional Potato
Peeler" was taken before a Magistrate and recom-
mitted It was chority the officials said, he was so
helpless; the Tombs was a home for him. Although
an example of that ancient pleasantry, "He got six
mdtlths twice a year George never complained; ho
waH only anxious to get back to his post.

On these biennial occasions "Cltlren" Towne was
attired in a casloff suit of black, which was always
artfully brushed and folded away, ready for Its next

appearance.
Winter and summer the Professional Potato Peelei

sat at work near the top of the cellar steps. From
there he could see each new arrival come across tuo
Bridge of Signs and George looked into the eyes
of eery one who ent red '.Md offenders knew and
greeted him and the Professional Potato Peeler was
the Urst sight pointed out to the "Fresh Fish." What
laughter hla misery and deformity Inspired. Every
day there was some new Insult, and the worst of all
,um from the outeast women of the streets. George
Luted the sight Of them

But he had one friend the knife. All day long it

sank Into and through the flesh of potatoes Innu-

merable The skins curled and dropped In spiral
ringlets at its touch. Sharp? Oh. be Bure of that.
Thr stono et-- p on which he sat began lo wear away
Where the blade was whetted every morning. Be-

loved that knife, it was always in his hand.
And so year after year he waited. What a life,

what a miserable existence' pain, scjualor, insult,
and the memories thut tortured him most of all, and
how easy to have ended it. No! He was too good
a hater for that, and every night the Spirit cam
and whispered In his heart. "Perhaps you enemy will

"come tomorrow
The day come for which the Professional Potato

Peeler had waited a dozen ears. The moment Which

be knew must come did tome, and on that day It

'
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was Christmas his enemy was
brought Into the Tomba.

He, too, was changed. Thirteen yeajrj had te.c

thelr mark; the once handsome SCdundrel would l,,ri''

astray no n.ore Infatuated wives, there was nothing
now In his face or figure to arouse forbidden passion

In eager eyes. Into the Tombs they brought him on

a stretcher, wounded by a policeman's bullet He

was swathed In bandages, but the Professional Pota-

to PeeKf knew his enemy.
George waited unl I they had r ut the patient to

bed and taken away his clothes. Ah! It was now s

turn to lie in a hospital and think The Christ-
mas service had Commenced and George stood Jut
outside the hospital ward. The moment he arrived.
Was It possible that this man. with uplifted head,
with eyes on fire, whoso deformity had turned to
strength, could be the miserable Professional Potato
Peeler?

"Gloria In BxcelSls" It was the choir singing the
opening anthem. "Glory, glory, glory," echoed in the
Professional Potato Peeler's heart. It was glory and
the splendor of the moment when such a debt Is can-

celled.
George opened the door and entered the room. He

could not see his enemy, a visitor was bending over
him. Between that criminal and death fate had
placed n child.

"Why have they brought you here. Dad7 Promise
ou will get wdl and omc away." She turned her

heud with a little motion that George had known and
loved so well In another in his days of happiness.
She turned her head, and the heart in Capt Qeorg 's
misshapen body stood still, for be ?uw the sweet,
pure, English profile so like her mother's.

"Unto us ft child Is born." Very softly and
solemnly the chanting reached his ears.

"Are you listening to me, Dad'.'"
"V. s, Alice "
Then she put her arms around the thief, she croned

over him with a little sob In her voice, a sob that
whs a g. nera: inn old tp Capt. George He had heard
it in his wife's farewell the day he sailed to India.

"I love you, Dad'"
A great envy filled the Professional Potato Peeler's

heart.
"Kill him!" screamed the Prison Spirit, scrambling

lip from the filthy cellar "Kill htm' This is the
moment I hao promised you all these years; see how
he has robbed you1"

His hand slipped Into his pocket: there was his
good friend, the knife.

"What shall I do without you. Dad? Who will
take care of me?" The girl was crying softly.

And at that moment the "Christmas Angel" came
and stood beside the Professional Potato Peeler.

He realized that he. her own father, could do
nothing, but that his enemy lying there was able
to save and protect her. And whatever ho might
have been, the thief must have been kind to her. be-

cause she loved this man whom she called father.
Evidently she did not know his life But there was a
term of Imprisonment staring him in the face.

What would become of her '

The Professional Potato Peeler saw the procession
of fallen women who dally cross the Bridge of Sighs.
Before him was that stream ot Jeering, blaspheming
outcasts. Every one of them had been young and

Innocent like her. Suppose his Alice ?.nd hc powerless
to prevent If. She must be taken i are of. George became 'Hpossessed with but one Idea her safety, her future He would H
spare his enemy for her sake.

Iti to me Professional Po'alo Peeler's eyes there came a light, H
the reflection of the dav divine , into them also cam" something
thai had glistened there for years. And then the Prison Spir t H
Vanished, and the An;el smiled H

The Christmas Angel touched lovingly the Professional Potato
Peeler's dam;) foreheal. and he remembered the suit of clothes H
that "Citizen" Towne wore twice a year. He remembered the
day. the singers., the opportunity. It wa? then that he realized
that there was a chance that his enemy might be able to slip out
unnoticed with thoc who had come to worship with us that day.

lb r "father." The Professional Potato H
Peeler brought the c!o;hes.

The dr?ur:hter saw ih hideous Intruder and shrank away In
horror He saw It and his heart was broken.

The thief recognized him. G;orge. It Is you?"
Tho Professional Potato Pooler made no reply; the Rajah's

pleasantry of years ago prevented it
The thief saw the knife, ho knew what It meant, and groaned.

George shook his head and hid his friend in his pocket. Wonder-rrrn- t
replaced the terror on the face of his enemy. George point-e- d

to the girl and looked at the thief, and showed him the rnt.
The heart can speak. They understood one another.
"I will be honest after this. I Will always tak" good care of

he
George pointed up.
"I swiar it!" gasped the enemy. H
In Wonderment the girl helped to dress her "father." reallz- -

Ir.g only that they had found a friend. This done, she offered her
hand to the Professional Potato Peeler. He held it very gently
for an Instant, and a moment later mingled among the com-pi.n- y

eif singers: the was made.
Who was It. Dad?" she whispered, as they sped away to

B&fcty, iooklng down at the little bronze decoration in her slender

The former thief did not answer.
' Shall we ever have to see him again ""

"Peace on earth; good will toward men!" whispered the
Christmas Angel In the heart of the Professional Potato Peeler.
as he crept back Into his cellar to die.

A Laughable Insurrection
The Isle of Pines incident Is more apt to excite the risible

at the American people than to cause serious discussion. This
little band of Americans who have set up an independent Govern-me- m

or. uban territory may discover that a better way to show I
their dislike of a foreign Government would have been tc leave it
and go to some other country better suited to their taste.

It is not at all probable that the Cubans offered them any
pr hlfiras to settle on the Idle of Pines, or that they had takrn
any iteps to prevent them from leaving, if dUuatlsfied It is.
there-fore- , a breach of hospitality, to say the least, for them to
be era ducting themselves towards the Cuban Government In this
Dava'ler fashion. Their appeal to the United States to protect
them it. their little quarrel with the Cuban Government will prob-dbl- y

meet with the derision it deserves. The relations of the
Btatea with Cuba are of a peculiarly delicate character.

and the utmost good faith Is obligatory In all our dealings with
that Republic To foment an insurrection in that country,

by reckless American citizens, is not the kind of thing
to approve Itself to wise statesmanship. If a handful of Amerl-ca- ns

can seize the Islo of Pines and convert It Into an nt

State, a similar thing can be clone in the richest province
Of uba or any other part of America outside of the United States,
and the navy and army would soon be very active, indeed.

The Cuban Government will probably arrest the ringleaders
Of this little mutiny and put them in Jail. L'nder Spanish rule
tl..: policy towards filibusters was very bloodthirsty, but thut

ms to have died out with the rule of th Gpvernor-Qener- al Thu I
Cubans appear to be abreast of the times, and after the first
w.. of Indignation has subsided they will probably treat this In- -

I ..M attempt at insurrection like a child and spank It, That H
.ould seem the proper thing to do. A few months' Imprisonment

Would calm the ardor of these empire builders and divert theli H
energies Into more useful channels. If they don't like Cuba, it is
. enough to get away from there without involving tho
American Government in their prejudices. Baltimore American. J

The Very First Match
In tli. nineteenth century the century In which so many 1

Wonderful things were done the fourth step in tie development
th match was taker. In isi'T. John Walker, a druggist in a I

Btnall English town, tipped a splint with sulphur, chlorate of pot-as- h,

ami sulphide of antimony, and rubbed it on Mind-pape- r, and
It burst into tlame The diuggist had discovered tin first friction-chemic- al

match, the kind we use today. It Is called friction- -

chemical because it is made by mixing certain chemicals together a, M

and rubbing them. Although Walker s match did not reeuire the jT
bottle- of acid. It nc was not a bad one. It could bo H
lighted only by hard rubbing, and it sputtered and threw tire in
all directions. In a few years, however, phosphorous was substl- -
tut' d on the tip for antimony, and the change worked wonder! H
The match could now be lighted with very little rubbing, and it
was no longer necessary to have sand-pape- r upon which to rub It

IS would Ignite when rubbed on any dry surface, and there was
no longer any sputtering. This was the phosphorus match, the H
rr.S teli with which we are so familiar.

After the Invention of the easily-lighte-d phoiphorus match there
wes no longer use for the dip-spli- or the strlkc-a-l'g- The
old methods of getting a blaze were gradually laid a?lde and

The first phosphorus matches were sold at 25 cents a
block a block containing 140 matches and they were used by but
f.-- Now tuO matches can be bought for a cent. It is said that
In the United States we use about 150 000.000.000 matches a year.
This, on an average, is about five matches a day for every per-to- n.


